KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

secret bond; no longer a struggle for mastery, but an
understanding, mutual confidence, a human relation-
ship. I detached two notes from the stolen bundle, and
handed them to the nearest of the bullies.

"Thank you. Sir/* he said in spite of himself, and
turned to go.

It was plain that he felt how absurd it was to thank me
for a blackmailer's gains. He was ashamed of himself
for doing so, and I was sorry for him in his shame. I did
not want him to feel shame before me, for I was a man of
his own kidney; I was a thief just as much as he; I, too,
was a coward and a weakling. His humiliation distressed
me, and I wanted to restore his self-respect. I refused,
therefore, to accept his thanks.

"It is my place to thank you," I replied, marvelling
at my tone of genuine conviction. "If you had given me
in charge I should have been ruined. I should have had
to blow my brains out, and you would not have been any
the richer. This is the best way out of the difficulty.
Well, I shall take that turning to the right, and no
doubt you'll be going in the opposite direction. Good
night 1"

There was a moment's hesitation. Then one of the
men said good night, then the other, and last of all the
girl, who had kept back in the shadows. These parting
words were charged with a genuine sentiment of goodwill.
Their voices showed me that they had in some sort taken
a fancy to me, and that they would never forget the
episode. It would recur to their minds on a day to come
in penitentiary or hospital. Something had gone from
me into them, and would live on in them; I had given
them something. The joy of this giving was the most
poignant feeling I had ever experienced.

I walked on alone towards the gate leading out of the
Prater. My sense of oppression had been wholly lifted.
The trees whispered to me, and I loved them. The stars